THE PLUTUS, 680-706

And everything he found he consecrated
Into a sort of sack ; so I, concluding
This was the right and proper thing to do,
Arose at once to tackle that tureen.

WIFE. Unhappy man !    Did you not fear the God ?

CA.       Indeed I did, lest he should cut in first.
Garlands and all, and capture my tureen.
For so the priest forewarned me he might do.
Then the old lady when my steps she heard
Reached out a stealthy hand ; I gave a hiss,
And mouthed it gently like a sacred snake.a
Back flies her hand ; she draws her coverlets
More tightly round her, and, beneath them, lies
In deadly terror like a frightened cat.
Then of the broth I gobbled down a lot
Till I could eat no more, and then I stopped.

WIFE.  Did not the God approach you ?

CA.                                                         Not till later.

And then.I did a thing will make you laugh.
For as he neared me, by some dire mishap
My wind exploded like a thunder-clap.

WIFE. I guess the God was awfully disgusted.

CA.       No, but laso b blushed a rosy red

And Panacea turned away her head

Holding her nose : my wind's not frankincense.

WIFE. But he himself ?

CA.                              Observed it not, nor cared.

WIFE. O why, you're making out the God a clown !

CA.      No, no ; an ordure-taster.0

WIFE.                                           Oh! you wretch.

a The ira/wfasj- a harmless yellow snake, many of which were
kept in the precinct.   See Inf rod., and below, 73$.

& laso, Panaceia, and Hygieia were daughters of Asclepius.
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